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Who bleeds to death unweaponed: our good hounds

Will course a quarry soldierlike in war,

But rage not hangmanlike upon the prey,

To flesh their fangs on limbs that strive not: yet

Their hearts are hotter on this course than mine,

Which most was deadliest aimed at

Walsingham.                                 Even for that

How should not theirs be hot as fire from hell
To burn your danger up and slay that soul
Alive that seeks it ?   Thinks your majesty
Theie beats a heart where treason hath not turned
All English blood to poison, which would feel
No deadlier pang of dread more deathful to it
To hear of yours endangered than to feel
A sword against its own life bent, or know
Death imminent as darkness overhead
That takes the noon from one man's darkening eye
As must your death from all this people's ?   You
Are very England: in your light of life
This living land of yours walks only safe,
And all this breathing people with your breath
Breathes unenslaved, and draws at each pulse in
Freedom: your eye is light of theirs, your word
As God's to comfort England, whose whole soul
Is made with yours one, and her witness you
That Rome or hell shall take not hold on her
Again till God be wroth with us so much
As to reclaim for heaven the star that yet
Lights all your land that looks on it, and gives
Assurance higher than danger dares assail